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Better Moments 


Summer, 2006 


"Ok, ok, this is how it works." Alexi pointed his beer bottle at me, then around to the other members of his 
band. "And we've all done it." 


| lounged on the couch with my own beer and tried to maintain some composure. It was quite possible that | 
already had more than was wise, but | found it difficult to leave the Bodom bus that evening. The flowing 
alcohol worked well to keep me there long after my bandmates called it a night. However, the amusing company 


would have done that job on its own. One guy in particular. 


Alexi was still shirtless from the shower he took when his band left the stage. He never really left the stage, 
though. The spotlight always followed him. It was difficult to tell if he actually liked the attention or if, for 
some reason, he just felt uncomfortable without it. In that moment, he took center stage under the pretense 


of ensuring that their guest of honor was properly entertained. So far, | certainly was. 


"Ok, Randy, so you basically do a hand-stand against the wall-" Alexi motioned to the door, the only part of the 
bus that wasn't obstructed by some sort of furniture. "Maybe that one-" 


| finally let out a chuckle and fought not to laugh too loud. | often did after a few drinks. "I don't think | can do 
a hand-stand." 


"We'll help." Janne leaned against the counter. "So far, Henkka is the only one who could do it on his own" 
Henkka shrugged, smirking. 


"So, then," Alexi said, "we're pretty much going to pour whiskey straight down your fucking throat.” He downed 
the rest of his beer. 


"Or, up your throat," Janne said. "And you'll drink all you can until it comes out your nose." 
"And it's gof to come out your nose." Alexi set the empty bottle on the counter. 


"And you can't pussy out on the drinking and just snort out the booze right away. We're going to see how 


much you got down afterward." 

Roope staggered away from the cooler with a fresh beer. 

"Did you participate in this?" | asked him. "Handstands and chugging whiskey at your respectable age?" 
"The boys." Roope's baritone voice droned. "They keep me young.” 


"Roope actually got down quite a lot" Janne flaunted a bottle of Clan Macgregor, likely the cheapest quantity- 
over-quality whiskey they could find. 


"Oh, see, there's no way l'm missing out on such top-shelf liquor." | pushed myself off of the couch. | leaned 
forward and outstretched my arms. "I accept your challenge, gentlemen 


"Hold on" Alexi raised his pale hand towards my chest. It didn't quite touch me. "Not done. Okay, so if you pass 
that test, then one of us is going to smack you." He turned to snatch the whiskey from Janne. "Like, in the 
face. And then you got to hit one of us. It's, you know, like a bonding thing." He twisted off the aluminum cap 


and took a long swig. 


"Well, | can't imagine how else one would choose to make friends." 


"Save some for the new Hate Crew member." Janne took back the bottle. Still frowning at Alexi, he lifted it to 


his own mouth for a drink. 
"He's not in yet." Alexi smirked and darted his eyes back to me. 


‘ls that all, then?" 


"Never know, | mean, we might think of some more tests of faith later." 


"l'm sure its nothing | can't handle." | clapped my hands together to psyche myself up. Of course, | was about 


to make an ass of myself, but what else are drunken tour nights for? "Jaska, spot me?" 


| have to admit, | still don't know how to even start to do a handstand. That probably became apparent to the 
Bodom guys as soon as | lunged forward and kicked up onto the wall. 


"Dude," Alexi said "mitä vittua! 


My legs flailed towards him. Everything in my pockets rained onto the floor. Wallet, lighter, camera. Alexi 
laughed and strained against my weight. l'm surprised | didn't topple him over. 


Jaska was the second man to reach me. A bit of a team effort was required to keep me from falling. Once | 
was stable, one of them kept hold of my legs. I'm not sure which, only that it wasn't Alexi. With his impish, 


upside-down face close to mine, he took another swig from the bottle. 


| should have taken off my glasses before attempting such brave stunts, but I'm blind as shit without them. 
That, and the sight of Alexi, bare chested and eyes glazed, was too good to miss. 


"Top of the label," he said, indicating how much liquor was in the bottle. "Ready?" 


Before | could grunt out so much as a "yeah," he held the bottle to my mouth and tipped it up. The alcohol 
flowed into me. That cheap shit burned. It hit the roof of my mouth first and attacked my nasal passages. | 


swallowed as fast as | could manage and forced it up my throat. 


If | could breathe, | might have started laughing. Those sons of bitches were cheering for my inevitable alcohol 


poisoning while | invited the opportunity. It would appear that drinking games are the same world-round. 


The whiskey was still coming. | was better at this than | anticipated. | would have to feign failure and force it 


through my nose to avoid chugging the entire bottle. 


With the bottle at such an odd angle, it was difficult to see how much | drank. | intentionally stopped the flow 
up my throat by plugging the bottle opening with my lips. | coughed but nothing came up, so | snorted to send 
the searing liquid through my nose. 


Whiskey spurted up towards my mouth and dribbled down my nose. The guys let out a final exuberant cheer 
and removed the bottle. They dropped my legs and | tumbled to the floor. 


Alexi might have been laughing the hardest. He was doubled over, a strikingly wild smile spread across his face. 


"Dude, that was awesome!" 


Needless to say, | was inclined to vomit. Between the alcohol and the gymnastics, my stomach didn't know what 
from where. My tolerance was still top-notch, though, and | was confident that | could keep it down once it 


settled. | was not so confident that | could stand. "That was fun" 
"Ok, ok, best part." Alexi offered me his hand. He still gripped the bottle in his other. 


| grasped his wrist and he took mine, again thinking he could support my body. His lithe frame was about to 
yield to my weight when | found my balance. For a second, | wished | hadn't tried so hard. 


| leaned against the door. It seemed as though, for the time being, | was going to remain conscious. 
Alexi's impish smirk returned. "Who's it going to be?" 

"If you could do that on your own," | said to Henkka, starting to cough, "you deserve the privilege." 
| held the wall with one hand to test my stability. 

Alexi retreated to the kitchen area and stood next to Janne. 

"Sure you can handle it?" Henkka raised an eyebrow. 

"IIl handle it." | looked him up and down. The man was solid. "Open-handed, right?" 

"Come on," Janne said. "Not like it's Jaska. He almost knocked out my tooth." 


The wall behind me was still close enough to catch my fall. My eyes darted to Alexi then back to Henkka. The 


latter was already within a few feet of me. | took off my glasses. "If you respect me, you won't go easy on 


me. 


Without my glasses, | couldn't see his hand coming until it was about to make contact. My God, did | feel it-the 


sharp clap of contact made me stumble to the side. 


| reached out to catch something and finally found the armrest of the couch. Where did the wall go? Henkka 


must have hit me hard enough to spin me around. "The wall. It went away." 


Even without my vision, | saw stars. He'd held back, too, | knew it. | ran my tongue over my teeth to ensure 


they were all still intact. No wobblers. Looks like Jaska won that contest. 
"Are you dead?" Janne shouted. 
‘It's a distinct possibility." 


Henkka helped me to my feet. He'd look apologetic if he didn't also look so goddamned amused. Once | took his 


hand, he wrapped his free arm around my shoulder and righted me, then patted my back. 
| put my glasses on. 'I feel closer to you already" 

"That's good. You cannot now hit me back" 

"You can't anyway." Alexi waved away the idea "You can't hit back your hitter.” 
Something told me Alexi masterminded most of these rules. On the spot, perhaps. 


"In that case, I'll need a bit of assistance choosing someone. I'm having a difficult time concentrating on 


anything other than my budding black eye." 


"Me." Alexi took a final swig from the bottle and passed it to Janne. He swept his hair away from his neck and 
sprinted the short distance towards me. Should | have been disturbed that he was so eager for the 


opportunity? 


"Aim for the jaw. I'm not taking off my fucking earrings." The hoops rattled on his ears as he shook his 


shoulders. His eyes never left mine. 


| gave a nervous chuckle. | was sure I'd never be allowed back to their bus if | broke his cheekbone and left 


him unable to perform vocals for three months. 

As though he knew what | was thinking, the corner of his mouth twitched. "You respect me?" 

| had a bit of an epiphany as | wound my hand behind me and struck Alexi clean across his jaw. The entire 
evening, | had been preoccupied by how he perceived me. If | was laughing too hard or drinking enough or 
saying funny shit. Meanwhile, the same thoughts were distracting him. All he was thinking was, What does 
Randy think of Alexi? 

His head whipped to the side. The only noise was from our skin making contact. He didn't yell. He covered his 
mouth, restored his smile, and swore under his breath. He sucked on his teeth and grabbed a plastic cup from 
the table. When he spat into it, his saliva was bright red. 

"Dude," he said. "You're in" 


FEKE 


"Last night of this tour," Alexi said, "we'll go get skateboards. And find a park or some shit." 


He shoved another beer into my hand. 


We were in the back lounge together. His bandmates passed out about an hour before. He, however, was still 
bouncing off the walls, putting my so-called tolerance to shame. He'd sit for a minute to talk, then find a 
reason to spring to his feet. He'd get another beer, change the music, find an ashtray, anything. 


"| think=" 


| mean, fuck, there's supposed to be some crazy huge skate park in Denver, right? We can just like, go hang 


out for a day’ 
"| don't know, man. If you break your wrist again, that'll be on me.” 

"But there's like two months between that and Europe, you know? Totally enough time to heal” 
| took a sip from my beer. His was already half gone. 


"We can chill out without tempting the night to end with me checking you into the Denver hospital," | said. 
"Despite what most think, | enjoy mellow activities, too." 


"What, you want to light up?" He jumped off the couch. 
How else did | expect him to interpret that? 


"That was stupid of me." He flitted a hand by the side of his head. The black polish on his nails emphasized the 
gesture. He opened a small shoebox on the coffee table and the smell of stale weed wafted around us. "You 


know, | just usually have a bowl packed already." 


He sat and sorted through the bud, picking out the stems. His hair fell over his arched shoulders. Some caught 
behind his ears and grazed his glinting silver earrings, while the rest graced his necklaces. It swept over the 
abnormally pale skin that contrasted so strongly with the black ink needled into its surface. That, to me, was 
captivating. 


"Hold still” | dug my digital camera from my pocket. | was trying to make a habit of carrying it for just this 
reason. When it fell out of my pants earlier, | was worried it broke, but it came to life when | swung the 
power switch. It was unfortunate that | didn't have my nicer one with me. 


"Dude-" 


"Relax, the weed's not in the shot" | knew that's not why he was objecting, but | wanted to give him an excuse 


for the reaction. "No, no, don't pose. Just act like you don't see me." 


A hint of a blush betrayed his unease. He looked at me sidelong, then bit his lip quickly and shrugged. He 


resumed his project. "Whatever, man" 


| snapped a test shot, then adjusted the camera's settings. "As | get older, | realize more and more how often | 


let better moments go unappreciated." 

He chuckled. "This is a ‘better moment?" 

"I think so. Keep doing what you were doing.” | took another. The light didn't catch his earrings as well as | 
hoped. "We take too much for granted. Friendship. Beauty. Serenity. Here we are, cruising around the world to 
do what we love with people that understand us-today, a few hundred miles from my home and five thousand 
miles from yours. In a few short months, that will be reversed. You're 26 years old, right?" 

"Well, 27." 

"Know what | was doing at your age? Sweating my ass off on the line in some shitty restaurant in Virginia. Not 
just to pay studio costs, but to pay the fucking rent." | aimed the camera at his neck but | couldn't find the 
right angle. 

"You saying l'm spoiled?" He flicked the lighter and circled it over the bowl. He lowered his black-lined eyes, a 
little smeared from the shower, to watch the burn. They briefly reflected the flame. The bud cracked and 
glowed red until he released the valve. 

Telling him | wouldn't photograph that might have been a mistake. 

He passed me the pipe and lighter, holding a wrist to his mouth to keep himself from exhaling. 

"No," | said. "Just that you have a lot to be grateful for. That includes the work you've put in. The Alexi of 
past years has provided the Alexi of today with a fascinating life. | thank yesterday-Randy every day for what 
he's given me. And | have an inkling tomorrow-Randy is going to thank me for taking these pictures." 

| set the camera on the table and drew a short hit from the pipe. 

As Alexi exhaled, he bent his head back to direct the smoke to the ceiling. "| am grateful." 

| released my breath early and raised my hand. "Don't move." 

His throat was perfect, pallid skin stretched tight along the ridges of his windpipe. The arm that he was using 
to cover his mouth had fallen across his chest and his hand brushed the opposite shoulder. His body held so 
much movement, despite being completely still. 

He watched me out of the corner of his eye, frozen in place, as | set down the pipe and retrieved the camera. 


| might get a little close to you." 


"That's cool." 


| slid next to him on the couch and took a quick picture of the earrings. "Thats fantastic. Exactly what it 


needed. Look up?" 
He fluttered his gaze at me then towards the ceiling. 


The photo was centered at his ear to capture his throat, the first few slender fingers of his hand, his 


branching hair, his expressive blue eyes. Nervous eyes. | took a couple shots. 
"You all right?" | asked. 

"Yeah." 

"You look really tense." 

"Just, you know." He laughed. "Kind of hard to hold that position for so long," 


"Take it easy, then" | moved to my old place on the couch. "The point of the photos is the capture you, in the 
‘better moment: If that's not what that was, might as well knock it off." 


Alexi rolled his eyes for a second, but it seemed to be directed at himself rather than me. He grabbed the 
pipe from the table and lit it. He drew as long of a hit as his first. 


Perhaps it reflects poorly on my impulse control, but as soon as he flicked the lighter, | rushed to his side. 


"There it is." 


| sat on the coffee table to position myself in front of him and took a hasty shot of his eyes while they were 
still brightened by the flame. 


He didn't seem surprised by my action, but his shoulders constricted anyway. He took the pipe away from his 
mouth and held his breath, watching me hover over him as | waited him out. 


"You are really fucking tense, dude." 

He shook his head slowly. He didn't let out the smoke to speak. 

"Maybe this is its own moment and | just don't know it yet" | raised the camera and focused it on his eyes. 
The longer | waited, the more nervous he seemed to become. "Maybe the next time | look at this photo, I'l 


know why." 


He released the smoke. | snapped the picture. 


